
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



"Bsm, 

ad i 



yC-MRLP 




*e 275 ab5 



V. - 



(r 



^r 









J™ 








AN 



ADDRESS 



TOTHK 



LITERARY MEMBERS 



OF 



THE UNIVERSITY. 



BY 



COUNSBLLOR ^ICKERTON^ ESQ. ^ 



Q.kkJ^ 



'' Richar<Ps himself again.'^ 

Shakspetre. 



OXFORD: 

PRINTED y^D SOLD BY MUNDAY AND SLATTER. 

1816. 



3S^ 

oil ' 



■■'■ }f 






• • • * *• 



v>tiU 



AK ADDRESS, &c. 



Since the publication of the first Number of my 
^^Lamentations" I have entirely changed my plan, 
and shall no longer mourn over my own sins ; but will 
86ize the lash^ and endeavour to make others lament 
their vices and their follies. '^ Semper c^ auditor 
'tantum ?■ No, no^ I am determined to do justice 

to the University of which I have the honour to be a 
member. No longer shiill the Etonians continue to reign 
triumphant over us. They with reason boast that the 
Microcosm has not yet been equalled by the idle 
Oxonians ; but I trust the time is now approaching 
when they shall be forced '' to hide their diminished 
heads/' and acknowledge their total defeat. For this 
purpose I call on my brethren of the Gown for their 
assistance, and request to be favoured vdth their 
Communications on all interesting subjects. I hope 
tlie Isis will occasionally give up some of her votaries ; 
that the charmi of the oar and the melody of the 



aquatic band ¥^ill yield to the claims of Science and 
literature. I utterly despair of the Tandem Club— of 

the Knights of the Whip: '' ^facilis descensus 

Averni : S ed revocare gradum y , '* ^ there it 

the rub/' Tfhey are too far gone in theur folly. Hie 
Belles Lettres have no charms for them. The ex- 
travagant senseless taste ^ent a leader has led them 
beyond the power of my rod. I leave them in 
their besotted career^ which I am afraid will newr 
.terminate whilst they have either credit or cash se* 
mainii^. 

As I before said^ I solicit the assistance of all that 
are inclined to take up their pen in behalf of their 
Alma Mater. Those who wish to learn the opinion 
of th6 public respecting their compositions, may send 
them without even the possibility of ever being 
known. They may deposit them in the letter-box in 
the window of my Printers^ or consign them to the 
!Penny Post-Office, addressed* to me at Messrs. Mun- 
day and Slatterns. 

I shall use my own discretion respecting the ad* 
mission of the Communications sent to me. The only 
subjects I have a real dislike to are Party Politics 
and Polemics. Writings in favour of the British Con- 
siiiution^ as established^ or on National (Economics^ 
1 earnestly solicit. I wisfa^ however^ my Correspondents 



to ondentaBd that I am not an admirer of the '^ Vaga- 
bond^ style. I think our own language is sufficiently 
copious and sonorous ; I disapprove of that tasteless 
attachment to French words^ which boys Just escaped 
f)Cpm their boarding-schools are so ridiculously fond 
fif. Why in the name of common sense should we 
Fiettchify the Military Art? Do not those words 
sound as wdl as '' L'Art MUUaire?**' I hare no 
objection to quotations^ but I am so true a John Bull 
tiiat I most firmly believe we are as much superior 
to the French in our Language as we are in our 
Arms ; and that the present vitiated taste for inter- 
larding our sentences with Gallic ifrippery arises prin- 
cipally from Ihe vanity of being thought adepts in that 
language. 

I wish to call the attention of my literary brethren 
to one particular part of the Belles Lettres. I mean 
Criticism on new and popular works^ as it possesses 
all the attraction of novelty in Essays of this nature. 
The species of Criticism I wish for is to be found in 
the Quarterly, British, and Edinburgh Reviews. Not 
a mere string of quotations from the best or the worst 
parts of the publications reviewed ; but also dissertations 
illustrative of the various sutrjects; ai^cdotes of the 

* II Vagabondo^ No. 1 . 
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authors; and allusions to other works rf the same 
nature. .* 

I shall not object to mj Paper being the ydiicle for. 
bringing before the public ^^ Rejected Elssays and 
Poems/' which although not deemed worthy of being 
placed first in the acad«nical list^ may yet possess ; 
great merits and may do honour to myself and their 
authors. 

I cannot help hoping thai ray Lucubrations^ assisted^ 
by the literary strength of Oxford^, may at some future 
period stand by the side of the ^' Connoisseur^"' which 
sprang from the same source. We have not a Bon<* 
ncU Thornton, a Warton^ and a CoUnan amongst u^ 
in these days ; but I could mention many of equaT^ 
literary celebrity, and I anticipate with rapture our 
producing a Periodical Paper iu this Univeraity which 
will outlive the day of its publication, and may be * 
thought worthy of being collected together^ whm 
finished^ and given to the world in the slMipe of a 
BOOK. 

I am arrived thus far without giving my Miscd^ny 
a name. I find the ceremony of christening my in- 
tended work a very arduous undertaking. I am like 
Tristram Shandy's. Father^ very fond of particular 
names. We have had the Connoisseur^— The Stu- 
dent, — The Looker On, — ^The OUa Podrida^ and va- 



fioug^tber appellations in Oxford; but here Mr. 
I^ndy bas the advantage of me. He wished for a 
name tiecause it bad been worn by some great per- 
sonage : I must not take one that has been used be- 
fore:— 4)ut I cannot lose mj time in seeking for a 
name^ the Printer's boy being now with me^ loudly 
ddling for ''more Copt/y Sir;*' I hope^ therefore, that 
some Correspondent will send me a title, enclosed in 
his Essay or Poem, as early as possible. 

By the bye, I wish my own name to be kept in re- 
collection. It should be remembered that the *' Lu- 
cubrations of Isaac Bickerstaffe, Esquire," alias ^^The 
Tatler," obtained and still possess great celebrity; 
and why not the ^^Lucubrations of Counsellor 
BiCKERTONy EsquiRE,^ alias the ^ ^ ' ■ / * 

My Correspondent will fill up the hiatus. 

Some of my Readers may think it necessary to en- 
quire into my history. This they may soon have an 
opportunity of being acquainted with, as I haye in 
Ihe Press '^Memoirs of my own Life,*' which no 
doubt will be equally as interesting as the Life of 
any other learned Man that has lately appeared in 
'^The Public Characters'' of Sir Richard Phillips, 
although I cannot dub myself B.D. a Senior Fellow 

and Tutor of CoU^, and one of the Public 

Examiners* 
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Arevious Uy the «f jpefurfmce c^ my LIFE,! minV 
hp^eYer, wy affW|W«^d0 about myself at?f?fft »o far 
as relates .to my intMided. fajra^ :-i-but stop^ ^ntle* 
Refd^r,— a sudjdeB thought strikes me.— 4l^.hy not 
make FARBAOO the Title of my MiB^eUmjJ It 
iihidl be so ; aad now be ft knpwn unto i^l Persons, 
that NunBBa Qne of the /^FARRAGO,''^ or Ute 

'' jLuCUBKATIOJff OF C0VNS?XL0B BlCE£RTOH^ Es^IK^'^ 

will be published m Monday next^ the 17th iostaut, 
and vfill coatinue to appear weekly^ dunag Term^ as 
long as the Univeraty shall remain. Let net 4^ 
bold . a^^rtion startle my Readers. I have deeply 
sti^died ^f H^rmippus Eediirivus" with my learaed 
f£^p|l,and fellpw Collegi^n^ Copiltantiiie DemetriadeSj 
Uie great Athenian Philosopher ;,and have read througb 
the thirty-six Books on Philosophy and the six oa 
Physic^ written by Hermes Trismegistus^ who flou- 
rished unt^r Nipus, Anno Munili 2076. Thejse in- 
estimable treasures were discovered, a few years siiice> 
io a vault under the foundation of our, CoHe^ Library,* 
and have been jvis^ly \vithbeld from the inspection of 
all but my?ielf^ and our learned PriucipaL J am 
(althoqgb unlike the IVauderingJew in hi§ '^ Vi^abo«d, 
liab^'^'^.^milar.to him in longeyity^ and I nie^n to^ 
amuse ^and instruct Oxford, unti!^ — I was just going 
to say — ''timeishaU be no more;'* but* upon reflec- 
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tioB, I fiadihat I mist eat uri drinlc, altluii^ im- 
mortal^' aad I Jlqow my Printeis will expect to be paUl 
their InlU reg^kurly; therefore my '^Termiflal Mkh 
celltny'' must have a termination^ unless I discover 
the Philosopher's Stone^ by perusing the celehra^ted 
Manuscript entitled ^^ He^i n]^ hpag rex^nc rvic r8 Xi^anum 
rtn itfyvf9 m$iii^eu^" written by Zoshnus the Panopoltte^ 
in the y^r. of Christ 316 > the only ^opy Gf wbkk 
was in the King of France's Library^ until my Hart- 
well friend, LOUIS X VIIL sent it to me from Pariiu 
AS a reward for my^ seryices.^ 

My Coadjutors^ I am sorry to Bay, lo^e at'preeetft 
«ot Tery i^umerouf. Constantine Demetriades hw 
promised me two Comedie^^and one T/agedy in me« 
deM Greek ; a beautiful Cossack Ode, which he picked 
'up during his last trip from Greece to St. Peters- 
4>urgh, and a Dissertation upon the Greek langu^lg^ 
clearly proving that the Professors and Tutors know 
nothing of it ; and that Jie is the only person now its 
England who is a^ble to teach it, as it should tbft 
taught, in ihi^ and every other University, 

My Friend and travelling Companion durmg mi)? 
last QwcviT, has kindly given me some specimens of 
his poetical talents, which I have placed at the end: 
of this my Prefatory Address ; and I hope for .many 
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more of the efl^sions of his muse during the progreat. 
of my ^'FARRAGO/' 

Owing to the visit of the Commissioners of the 
Crown to our College, who expelled all the Members 
I had the honour to number amongst mj acquaintance, 
I unfortunately lost many of my pronused assistanitt. 
1 have made diligent researches for them in the Attic 
Lodging Rooms of St Thomas's, but, unfortunately, 
without success. I do not however despair. At all 
events I look to the Gentlemen to whom I have ad- 
dressed this Preface and hope I shall not be disap- 
pointed. I wish them to conceal their names, even 
from me and my Printers ; because I mean to exert the 
lull powers of my judgment in my editorial capacit|;,' 
and will not, if I can avoid it, be biased in any way 
as to the admission or rejection of the Articles sent to 
me. 

Every Composition I receive on subjects that are' 
fikely to have a libellous tendency, which may en- 
danger my own or my Printers* ears, will be strictly 
examined by myself, clothed in all the majesty of 
Wig — that Wig which has so often excited the ad- 
miratioa of Undergraduates in St. Mary's Church, 
the Schools, and the Town-Hall ; no risk, there- 
fore, can be incurred> for my talents as a Counsellor 
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9re known throughout the UniverSfty. I conclude 
niy l<mg Preface in the language of the Lottery— 
^ Delays are dangerous. The Numbers to be drawn 
on the 17th will be rapidly bought up. Repair, 
therefore^ with all possible expedition, and leave your 
order9 with Messrs. Munday and Slatter, on Carfax ; 
PEINTING-OFFICE over their door in laige cha- 
racters." ^,. J. ; .. 

COUNSELLOR BICKERtON, Esq. 

' WVi& College Lane, Oxford, 

/«»«M, 1610. .. 

P.S. Enjoying my short pipe, (a present fram our worthy^ 
HEAD) and wrapt up in cogitation on the sublimity of my 
favourite Hermes, I was suddenly awakened from, my re- 
verie by the abrupt appearance of a patriotic Cordwainei^ 
who h^ always shewn much friendship towards me* • In 
one hand he held a pair of shoes ; in the other a paper. 
The shoes he begged me ta accept^ as a mark of gratitude 
for the pleasure he had experienced in reading the first 
Number of my Lamentations ; but hinted that he expected 
something more from me. After a little prelude^ he un* 
folded the wet paper he held in his hand, and begged me t» 
r^ead with attention what he called the most gross LIBEL 
that ever yet appeared in print. I took the sheet from him 
and discovered It to be '* II Vagabondo/' No, 2. I read 
«ver the passage which he called a Libel, and told him I 
could not say much on the subject, as I had very little to 
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4d with Oxford TradeMUfDt io ecmtequeiiot ol njrpvQ^ 
Tiding all the thingB I wanied froia^il's q^ biaU^ frMi 
whence— but if he wonkl Uifce ny/ cbair^ (I am mrt fpocl of 
riie incmnforances of nselots foraimre) and state U^me^biil^ 
be had to say on the subject^ it should appear on MondajT 
Bext, by way of Postscript to my Address* After a few 
kems and ha's^ and begging that I would put it into a 
proper style, be began — *^ You see, Mr* Counsellor, by this 
bere paper."—*! beg the reader's pardon, I am to put it into 
wiy own langui^e ; therefore I will begin ag^n-^'^ Yon 
see, Mr. Counsellor, by this paper, that all Oxford Trades- 
men are scoundrels ; in fact not x)vly. sooandrelsy and 4be 
tptiome of impudence and cunning, but huge poisoncms 
Spiders, ever on the watch to devour the poor unfortunate, 
ftmple Flies, called Freshmen, who happen to drop from 
Cbaise^ Coach, Curricle, Gig, or Pony, upon this devoted 
spot of the globe, called Oxford. As soon as they alight 
«n Terra Firmay these poor Flies are unmercifully clutched 
ki the faugs of the Spider Tradesmen, dragged to their 
dens, wrapt round and entangled in the black web of end- 
less ruin; or if ever the least remorse should enter the 
bosoms of the venomous Spiders, the Freshmen Flies are at 
kst liberated ; but so deeply empoisoned by the wounds 
ittfiicted on them, that they are inevitably doomed to spend 
tiic remnant of their days in disappointment, misery, and 
legret. Now, Mr. Counsellor, Fll tell you my opinion 
of the Vagabonds, who wrote this lying Libel ; — they did Jt 
lot the sole purpose of sending it to their Fathers or 
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liwkm^ hj Way of excuse for so frequently writing tot 

«qipliet. of oMUeyi famttrtam papmesry wtthont eaebtiog 

^heil/nrnfeaiMn's reoeipts intketr letters^ 

^ f*^lii my torn I will^iiee « little advioe and information to 

#ireihgwiiii throegb tke wediom of yodr book, Mt. Biekem 

<too--?Meinbert of the Uoiverkity iDay> by the mere e«* 

MMon.of Iheir coamon leate^ spend lat little in Oxford ot 

Att, may odier place in the kingdom. They chn parobaie 

Jbeir .doihea of eveiy 4tacription> their provifti^M^ their 

Jbodkv in fact mil that they AcmU have, ns dieaply at ela^ 

where ; even if they do not pay -ready money. If th^ nre do« 

4emiinecl tot he eidtniT«gant> Ihey may be «b most certainly ; 

^hd where k^ the place in which they cannot^ if they will 

mm lAio the way of incnrring heary Surgeons- bilisy. whiek 

JenVe many n wreck behind; pay a guinea m two p^rdl^ 

for n tandem or a hmiter ; have constant wine-putiea ; iii. 

•^stead of dining in the College Refectories^ procniw thehr 

dinners from Itins or Ckkffee-houses ; run up enermons hiHs 

-for piesj tarts^ soups, and sugar plums; aild- enter into 

various nameless exirttvagancies, which must be paid for 

with their rroJ^ Monry ; their after years of life will, most 

probably, be embittered ; constant irritation of mind orast 

be engendered ; and they (and their parents dso) will foti 

disposed to* curse the day when their names were entered 

en the college books of Oxford. Mn Coonsellor, I speak 

sttongly> but I sp^ak the truth. ' 

'<The observations in the Vagabond respecting the facility 
of tennilig into debt, I cannot controvert I wish | 
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C0M. W^e it moire itiftiiiill I »h(mM be inudi ridMlw 
We Om(or4 atesk are moeh like* those of o^er towns, very 
fond of ready money, when we can gel it ; and if die 
loMtied wights who clubbed their wits 'together one w^ek to 
puBKle^ and the oUier to libel, would devise a scheme ic^ 
abolishing Day Books and Ledgers^ I would be the first lo 
open a subscription for erecting a monument to their 
memory. But, alas ! I am afraid we must still go on in the 
swie.way ; indeed I doubt very mudi if these great writevs 
themselves are. guilty of the d-^— *i2 bore of paying tbek 
bilfejfttjBtgbt. 

'^ Were the Oxford Tradesmien proved to be the villains 

Y^prestnled in the Fagubond,znd proof might be easily ob* 

i^tfiied. if Uie dbarge be true, justice may instantly be done 

lo tb0 Membeis of the University. The Vice-Chancellor's 

-QdqiI can crush the offendidg parties with the utmost 

tfacUiky ; the wretches may be discommoned, or in other 

wcurdfl, bamshed from the place, and the evil put an end to 

as soon as ^covered. I> Mr. Bickerton, have lived long 

:in this place. I have observed very few Tradesmen get rich 

in it. . In other places they retire upon a decent independ* 

eiwe after labouring for twenty years or less ; but Here that 

.seldom pccurs; indeed the poverty of Oxford Tradesmen is 

[9imo9i proverbial, and in no place 1 ever visited, have 

I observed less fextravagance amongst men in business, or 

so few horses, gigs, or othejre(}iiipages kept'by ihe Trades- 

: "There are, undotibteitty, in iWs as well as in other pla(^. 
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diilionest men ; but. it i». ib^ nve^t wanton cruelty^ Miw 
Bickerton^ to charge a ^rhole bo4y wit^ tb^ crimes of a 
&w individaals ; and to set down all the Oxford Tradesmen 
as TiUains^ because the writers may have sniFered . from the 
disbopesty of a few. Mr. Bickerton^ I Wk ashamed of ihase 
oowai^iy assassins that stab in the dark ; as well might ^ 
Sir, act in the same way towards the University; because I 
have bad debts on my books; but I scorn such base, 
anmanly conduct, and will say before you, Mr. Counsellor, 
wtM I b»ve always said, that although I occasionally lose 
somci money by that body, probably from my own care- 
lessness, that there is no set of men, of any description 
whatever, that I would sooner place (and I speak from long 
experience) on my Ledgers, than the Members of the 
University of Oxford.'* Here my friend, the 8hoe«-maker, 
concluded ; and after reading what I had written from his 
dictation, was so well pleased, that he instantly promised 
me a pair of new boots for my use during my next Circuit, 
kindly wished me a good evening, and left m^ to my pipe, 
my Hermes, and my friend Zosimus the Panopolite. Soon 
after Mr. ♦♦♦♦♦♦ was gooc^ I espiecf^ifie Vagabond he bad 
left in my room, and curiosity induced me to look into it. 
When I came to the attack on the Tutors, I threw down 
my pipe, put on my cap and gown, and set off to my kind 
Benefactor at College, one of the fraternity. Un- 
fortunately he was out 4of his r^om, therefore I cannot yet 
say positively that my nejU |f uotber will be <' A VindieoH 
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tiM of the Tntoni of Oxford from the sihirrilovs attackf 
of AnottjnMHm Writers.^ 



* i find that the Printer of '' II Vagabondo'' has since wfthdrawn some of 
Mm Fassages blinded to i» my PoaUeript; but many Gopios containing then 
haTWg gone abroad, I still think it oeceiSMry W pmblish tho Oht«rv«tioar«r 
my friend the Shoe-maker* 
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MY TRATELLING FRIEND^ 
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A Translation from the '' AEIMMATA AdtfNAIA'' of 

CONSTANTINE it>S]lisTRtADES\ 

liO! vih^e tb ilcalB and emulate the skien 
TIm Dorian towels of TKieseus' fane arine ! 
Hallowed^ thrice hallowed^ be the sacred cell 
Where thy dear ashe^ clastic Tweddell^ dwell. 
HleMdw^d for ever be the \»\j shrine^ 
WhSllh^ slei&p the relics of a soul like thine. 
Science and Virtue there their vigils keep^ 
Where, youthful Sage/ tiiy mortal remnaftts sleep. 
Oft on thy tomb shall foil t^e passing t€»^; 
E'en Elan's self $ha11 pause from ruin hece. 

« Vide Page 9. 

B 



18 



Unes ient wUh a parting Prespa. 

Oh tkink whiAe'W ittii Htf*%t tUt tme, 

On him who's fiur away :-« 
Him who^ where'ar lyjf feet may roam^ 

FVom tiiee can nerer stray. 

Throi^ chaining seenes of weal or woe^ 

Whatever may be his lot^ 
Twitt sooth his billwcst houi to know . 

That you fatgeA him not* 

And if within th^ breast should die 
Of him all memory, 

ShalVlw5?atb« a iMrfipr-^ 



'' Oxford: Its Mm mukMomer^f^lhi^ Yim Wi^r 

•. ' - ■ '■ .■''■,:/'. 

Spites an4 0(WWKT=!^||)d|^^ ^ 

Books aii4 3q«^fT-rW?i 6«l *?>* Tw4«m»» .; . - 
Caps and Gowns— and W***** vaA Randens. 
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*' Dum vMmiis -^ vtvamua' 

AN IMPROMPTU. 

Come qukk around^ the botde pasf^ 
My friends^ and who can Uame us ; 

llere's Tirtue in a social glass^ 
'^ Dum Tivimus — mamus." 

Afiur from sorrow^ and from grief^ 
No mortal caies shall claim us. 

Fr<mi woe's dariL book kt^rrend a leaf, 

'' Dum Yivimus «— "dTamus.*' 

• 
Come fill the glass again my friend. 

Let sober lo<ms disclaim us ; 
Tis mirth jbat study's brow unbends^ 

^' Dum Tiyimus •«• viyamus." 



Epigr(fni an the three London Bpotmakers 
HioBBT^ HoBYy and Humsy. 

By H^by chfu^ for boots to0 high, 
IforrelieftoHobyJy, 
Overcharged, to I^mby next I come. 
But find mgl^ ! Ho / 'tis aU a Hum. 
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THE FARRAGO. 

MoNPAT^ June 17, 1816. 



Snt, 

Ik Gonfiequaice of your HxA re* 

laliTe txy cnticiffii on new and popular works, I 

enclose you a Critique on Mr. Coleridge's last 

Toem. Should it meet with your approbation, 

I h9pe it may be honoured with a place in your 

•^Farrago/' 



Christabd — Kubla Khan-^^he Pains of Sleep-^bt/ 
S. T. Coleridge, Esq. pp. 64. TiOndon^ 1816. 

dmeeraiiig the menls of Mr. Coleridge the retdflrt 
of poetiy have been much dividsd : the praise of sri* 
filial, ganiuf has heea denied to him bj aone; l»ik 
^lany are disposed to reduce that praise to a rcfj 
Itmilrd eompass.^ — Now to state our own q>iaioii of 
Mr. C ; he has always appeared to us as possessiag a 
moce than coiamon Aare of wild and crsatiYe talent ; 
but as marvellously deficient in what alone can render 



that talent universally attractive and popular— a sound 
and critical judgment. Under these impressions vre took 
up tht Poem vrhich fojrms the subject of this article^ 
and on perusing, it received a stronger conviction from 
every page^ that we had rightly appreciatecf the merits 
of the Author. It virill be recollected that Lord Byron 
in hid Notes to the '^ Siege of Corinth" bestovred a 
very high compliment on the ttien unpublished poem 
of ^^ Christabel.'' Such flattering notice coming from 
so celebrated a quarter, naturally excited great ex- 
pectations among the literary world. The admirers 
of Mr. Coleridge's former works looked e^mltingly 
fbtrward to thai; auspicious day which should greet the 
j^ubtieation of tiie renowned Manuacript , But wheq[ 
that day did at last arrive^ and tiie p^per-knife half 
btaen f^pplied to the first pages beyond the Preface^ hpw 
ippurnfuUy was expectation disappointed. The first 
pages, instead of the beauty so celebrated by Lord 
Byron^-^^xhibited nothing but a continued farrago of 
childishness and discord. As the perusal continaied, 
a few flickering gleams of genius enlightened the 
dreary path, till at length even these were no more 
per^tible through the increasing darkness which 
overshadowed the conclusion. The world was at 
length too well convinced of the satirical talents of 
L(ml Byron/ and discovered, too late, thatvriimi he 
^fiiised tbe originality, beauty, Md wrildMts of the un** 
pi4rfisAed ^'Christabel/' he was oidy repewting^ite 
experiment which he had tried in his own '^ Siege of 
Corintii,'' namely, to discover the exact meiisitt'e oF 
gt^idity wbkh the sanction of a name could induce 
Ae readers of poetry to admire. 



" Christabel*' is oonfes^Iy an unfinished poem ;— * 
we shall not^ therefore^ in its present state, enter into 
any discussion of the ^lerits of its plot. — It will be 
sufficient to give the outline of it. The scene opens 
in the middle of the night ;*— Christabel^ the daughter 
of ^^ Sir Leoline rich/' has^ in consequence of sundry 
dreams of her lover which had annoyed her oA the pre- 
ceding nighty strayed into the wood adjacent to her 
Other's castle. She is here praying in silence under a 
^'huge oak tree^" when a sudden noise alarms ben 
She starts up in dismay^ and steals gently to the other 
side of the tree, and thtre beholds 

" a damsel bright, 
Drest in a silken robe of wbiteT 
Her neck, her feet, her- arms wer^ hwfCr 
And the jewela disordered in her hair* 
I guess, 'twas frightful tbeie to see 
A lady so Richly clad as she, 
i^utiful exoeedingly.'' 

Cfaristabel^ after invoking the protection of heaven^ 
asks this unknown damsel her name and. story. The 
strangier replies— . 

^ My sire is of a nobk line, - - ^ 

And my name is Geraldine. 

Five warriors seized me yestermorn. 

Me, even me, a maid forlorn : 

They choked my cries with force and fright. 

And tied.me on a palfirey white/ 

The palfrey was as fleet as wind. 

And they rode furiously behind. 

They spurrM amain, their steeds were white ; 

And once we crossed the shade of night. 

As sure as Heaven shall rescue me^ 

I have no thought what men they he; , 

Nor do I know how long it is 

(For I have lain in fils^ I wis) 
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fiiace one, the tallest 6f the Avt^ 
tTook me from the palfrey's back* 
A weary woman^ scarce alife. 
Some muttered wofdi his comrades spoke : 
-He placed me nfidem^th this oak, 
Hfc Bwgtt they would return with Imdbc ; 
Whkher they went I caaaot tell— 
I thought I heard| seme mimUes past» . 
^Sounds as of a castle bell. 
Stretch forth thy hand (thus ended she). 
And help' a wretched maid to flee/* 

They reach the chamber of Christabel^ after nmch 
ex^rtioo on her part to sustain the smking spirits of 
Geraldine. Christabel accidentaliy mentums the name 
of her mother^ vrhen—- 

<* Alas! whfttaib poor Geraldinef 
Why stares she with tmsettled eye ? 
Can she the bodiless dead espy ^ 
And why with hollow voice eriea she. 
^ Off, woman, off! this hour is mme^^' 
* Though thou her guardian spirit be« 
' Off, woman, off! ^tis given to me.* 
Then Christabel knelt by the ladyls side, 
' And rais'd to heaven her eyes so blue-^ 
Alas! said she, this ghastiy.rtde-** 
Dear lady ! it hath wiider'd you ! 
The lady wip'd her moist oold brow» 
And faintly said, ' 'Tia over now!' 
Agabi the wtH^wer wine she drank i 
Her fair large eyes % an glittor brigpht. 
And from the B»or whereon she sadg . 
The lofty lady glood oprigkt : 
She wns tnost bcautif ui to see». 
Like a lady of afar «auirti>ie. 

And thus Bie lofty lady ^ ah a' 
An they, wte Ifivie in Ac u p p e r sky» 
Do love you, holy ChdablMl ! 
And you love then|» and £>!: their slibe . . 



; 4odrf>f4iitS|A94^idiqiebfftU 

Even I in my degree win isrjr, ,; ' y 

Fair maiden, to requite jrou well, 
fiut now unrobe yourself; for I 
Moil pray, ere yet in bed I lie.** 

Christabel disrobes herself first acct^rdingljr, and 

" Lies dowo in her lefelioeit*" 

She cannot howdrei' refirain fi'ofn i^ratchifig the motions 
of Geraldine. She aetordinglj raises hersetf on her 
elbow and looks towards the stranger.— r . 

" Beneath the lamp the lady bow'd. 

And ilowly rolPd her eyes aroond ; 

Then drawii^ in hei' bi«ath aloud> 

like one that •hudder'd* she uxdbonnd - t 

The cincture from beneath her bve^t ; , 

Her liiken robe, and inner vest, 

Dropt to her feet« and full in view. 

Behold ! her bosom and half her side ■ ■ • 

A'sight to dream of, not to tell! 

And she is to sleep bv Christabel. 

She took two paces, and a stride. 
And lay down by the maiden's side : 
And in her arms, the maid she took, 

Ahwel-a-day! 
And with low voice and doleful look 
These words did say : 

In the touch of this bosom there worketh a spell. 
Which is lord of tliy tktterance, Chrtstabel ! 
Thou knowest to-night, and wilt know to-morrdw 
This mark of my shame, this seal of my sorrow ; 

But vainly thou warrest. 
For this'is alone in 

Thy power to declare, ^^"^ '' * 

•niatinthedimfon=flt ^* -^^^ ' 
Thoaheatd*st a low moaning^ "' 
And feund*st'a bright lady, Burpassinglj fair: 
And didst bring her home with tbee in lore and in charity^ 
To shield ber and( shelter her from the damp air" 
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This finishes the lliit part ;-*-ira have, howefw^ in 
what is termed a '^ conclusion to part tlm firsts'' som^ 
farther intelligence of the proceedings c£ the nighi— 

" With open eyes (ah woe is me !) 

Asleep, and dreaming fearfully, ^ 

Fearfully dreaming, yet I wis, 

Dreaming that alone, which is ■ ■ 
.0 sorrow and shame 1 Can this be she; 

The lady, who knelt at the old oak tree? 

And lo ! the worker of these harms. 

That holds the maiden in her arms, 

Seems to slumber still and mild. 

As a mother with her child. 
A star hath set, a star hath risen, 

O Geraldine ! since arms of thlde ' 

Ha? e been the lovely lady^s prison. 

O Geraldine 1 one hour was thine— 

Thou*st had thy will I By tairn and rill, ^ 

llie night-birds all that hour were still. 

But now they are jubilant anew, ^' 

From cliff and tower, tu—^||hoo! tu-^wb<kyf' ' 

Tu— whoo ! tu— whbo ! from wood and fell P* 
Christabel 

" Gathers herself from out her trance,** 
and '^ sh^ds— • 

'' Large tears that leave the lashes bright/* 
and then,— . 

^ Yea, she doth smile, and she do|h weep. 

Like a youthful hermitess. 

Beauteous in a wilderness. 

Who, praying always, prays in s^ep. 

And, if she move ui^quietly. 

Perchance, *tis but the blood so free. 

Comes back and tingles ia her feet^ 

No doubt, she bath a vision sweet* 

What if her guardian spirit *twere ; f . 

Whatif she knew her mother near? ,. 
. But this shiq knows, i^ joys and wo^V 



9 

tMiflttlrinftidiriiMnwmean: } 

FM;itiie;aec(NMl cemiMfices ^^lilh a tnoti hMmm 

" Each matin bell, the Baron taith. 

Knells us back to a world of death. 

These words Sir Leoliue first said* 

When he rose and Ibund his lady dead : 

These words Sir Leoline will say 

Many a morn to his dying day. 

And hence tlie custom and law began« 

That still at dawn the sacristan^ 

Who duly pulls the heavy bed, 

t^ive and forty beads mast tell 

Between each stroke — a warning knell. 

Which not a soul can choose but hear 

From Bratha Head to Wyn'dermere. 
^ &ith Bracy the bard. So let it knell ! 

And let the drowsy sacristan 

Still count as slowly as he can 1 

There is no lack of sucb^^^ween • - 

As wel^fiU up the space between. 

In Laagdale Pike and Vttteh's Lair, 

And Dungeon-ghyll so foully rent, 

With ropes ctf rock and bells of air 

Three sinful settons^ ghosts are pent. 

Who all give back, one after t'other. 

The death-note to their Rving brother ; 

And oft too, by die kndl offended, 
,♦ ; ^ : Juft a^iheirone! two! tlwie! isended^ . . ^ 

^ , The devil mocks the doleful tale 

With a merry peal from Borrowdale,-' , • , ' ii^ 

The peal arouses Geral^ine^ who— ^ 

, « — nothing doubting of her spell, . , = T^ 

Awakens: the iKdyChristabe).'' 

After praying that«^ 

''— He who on the cross did groan, 
Might wash «tWay ber sins unknown^** 



CbrifltaM ftccooipMiifli tlie hdj GmMim to her 
fiither^ Sir LeoUne; Md tbm Mkms ^irliftt we de- 
Adcdiy think the mbit beawtilM pMMige in tii0 iwlK>1e 

book.— . . * 

" But when he heard the lady's tale, , 
And when she told her father's name. 
Why wax'd Sir Leoline so pale, 
Murmuring o'er the name again. 
Lord Roland de Vaux of Tryerroaine ? 
Alas ! they had been friends in youth ; 
But whispering tongues can poison truth ; 
And consUncy lives in realms above ; 
And life is thorny ; and youth is vain ; 
And to be wroth with one we love. 
Doth work like madness in the brain. 
And thus it chancVl, as I divine. 
With Roland and Sir Leoline. 
Each spake words of high disdain 
And insult to his heart's best brother : 
They parted— ne'er to meet again i 
But never either found another 
To free the hollow heart from paining^ ^ 
They stood aloof> the scars remaining. 
Like clifis which had been rent asunder ; 
A dreary sea now flows betweei^ 
But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder. 
Shall wholly do away, I ween. 
The marks of that which once hath been.'' 

The BaroQ determines to send G^rddine hack to 
the mansion of her father, and salutes her with a ymnm 
embrace^ when,- — 

" ■ "^ ■ a 'vig^ion fell 

Upon the soul of ChrisUbel, 

The vision of fear, the touefe and pain ! 

She shrunk and shudder'd, andjiw agisia^ . .^ 

(Ah, woe is me !, Was it for thee, . "^ 

Thou gentle maid ! such 8i|^ to see ?) :/. 
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Agtm> die Mtv that bosom oM, • 

Again the felt that bosom coU, 

And di^w in her breath wkh a hiuiog ioondt 

Whereat the Knight tum'd wildly round. 

And nothing «aw« but bis own sweet maid 

Wi^ eyes upraised; as iMie that pray *d." 

Tlie irkioB however speedily passes awaj^ and Sir 
Leoline calls to one of his attendants^ named Bracy^ 
and entrusts to him the errand of proceeding to Lord 
Roland's castle^ and inviting hiia to come with all hit 
retinue to conduct lus daughter home, Bracy re- 
plies,— 

^* Thy word8« thou sire of Christabel, 

Are sweeter than my harp can tell ; 

Yet might I gain a boon of thee, 

Hits day my journey should not b^, 
' tDstraufeadreamhathcometome:: 

That I had vow'd with music loud 

To clear yon wood from thing unblest, 

Wam'd by a vision in my rest ! 

For in my slaiep I saw that dove. 

That gentle bird, whom thou dost lofe. 

And call'st by thy own daughter's name— 

&r Leolinei I saw the same. 

Fluttering, and uttering fearful moan, 

Among the grten herbs in the forest aloM. 

Which when I saw and when I beard^ 

I wonder'd what might ail the bird : 

For nothing acar it eodd I see, 

StLft the grass andngiften herbs mtaenssMh the old tree. 
And in my dreatt^ methought, I went 
. To mwSbi out whaft mi^t there be found; 

And what the Sweet bird's tnmUe meant. 

That thus lay Buttering on the ground. 

I went and peer'dy and could dcs^ 
No cause for her distvessful cry ; 

But yet for her dear lady's sake 

I stoop'd, metbosigfit theilniBe lo tah^ 
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When lo! I saw a bright green snake *^ 

Coird around its wings and neck. 
Green as the herbs on which it coueh'd. 
Close by the dove's iis head it crouch'd ; 
And with the dore It heaves and stirt» 
Swelling its neck as she swelPd hers ! 
I woke ; it was the midnight hour. 
The clock was echoing in the tower; 
But though mj slumber was gone by. 
This dream it would not pas) away — 
It seems to live upon my eye ! 
And thence I vow'd this sel^iime day. 
With music strong and saintly song 
• To wander thro' the forest bare, 
Lest aught unholy loiter there/' 

The Baron^ however^ hears him with an incredulous 
smiley and says some words of encourageo)^ to Ge* 
laldine; when^ — 

'* Casting down lier large brijght eyes. 
With blushing dheek and curtesy fine 
She tum'd her jfrom Sir Leoline ; 
Softly gathering up her train. 
That o'er her right arm fell again; 
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ij And folded her arms across her chesty 



i< 



And ciNM^h'il her head upon her breast^; . 

And look'i) askanbe at Christabel 

Jmu, Maria^ shield her well ! ' 

A snake's small eye blinks ddll and ihy, • ' 

And the lady's eyes they ^runk in her h^d, > 

Each slinink up to a serpent's eye; 

And with somewhat of mallob, and more of dread 

At Christabel die look'd askance I ■ « * 

One moment^and the sight was fled ! 

But ChristabeHndizxy trance, ' '- " ^~ 

Stumbling on the,misteady gvoond-— . : 

Sbudder'd aloud, with a.hiasi»g sound ; ^ 

And Geraldlne aigaio turo'd rpand, . > 
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VuUofwonder andfullof grief) 

She roll'd her large bright eyes divine 
Wildly on Sir Leoline. . . 

The maid, alas !^ her thoughts, are gone, 
She nothing sees-r*ao sight but one ! 
The maid, devoid of guile, and sin, 
I know not how, in fearful wise 
So deeply had she drunken in . 
That look,.those shrunken serpent eyes, . 
That all her features were resigned 
To this sole image in her mind : 
And passively did imitate 
That look of dull and treacherous hate. 
And thus she stood, in dizzy trance. 
Still picturing that look askance. 
With forced unconscious sympathy 

Full before her father's view 

As far as such a look could be. 
In eyes so innocent and blue!" 

When this fearful trance was dissipated^ ChristaM 
entreated her father/ 1^ the soul of her deceased mother, 
to send Greraldine immediately away. The mighty 
spell, however^ overpowers heir^ and she can speak but 
a few words. Sir Leoline is much enraged to find— - 

*' — all his hospitality 
To th' insulted daughter of his friend 
Fy more than woman's jealousy, . 
Brought thus to a difgracefsl ' 



He regards Bracy with a stem look/and^ after rqpri*' 
manding his delay^ 

" Leads forth the lady Geraldine."— 

To eMr«fp0Qd^ we preapnie^ wiA tho former pact, 
we have a '' coneloit<m to part the seecmd ;'* in wlpich 
if-our. readers can discover a single particle «f either 
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9eiBi6 or poetry^ Aejr witt ht ' mmt ftctdmrte Aui 
we bmre been.--* 

«• A liUk chifil, » liflri>cr iK 

Singings daqcing to itaeS', 

A h\ry thing with vsed roond cheeks 

That dwajt ftndi, and oerer seeksy 

Makes such a Tision to tbe sight 

As iBIs a father's ejres witbr light ; 

And pleasures fiow in so thick and fast 

Fpon his heart, that he at last 

Must needs express his lovers excess 

WiUk words of unmeant hitteimess* 

Perhaps ^tis pretty to force t<^ether 

Tbeughtsso all rninke each, other; 

To mutter and (Qock a broken cham^. 

To dally with Wrong that does no harm. 

Perhaps 'tis tender too and pretty 

At each wild word to Ceel within, 

A sweet* recoil of love and pity. 

Aadwluit^lf in arwoaldofsia ' «< X . 

,. . {Oittrm»«l«iAhai[p^sb0^l()tb^bf tmtX 

Suab giddiness of heart and brain 
Comes seldom save frooi rage and pain, 
9o talks as it's most u^d to do.'' 

Aa we he£bre stated^ we slialj refrain Crpm ^li c<im* 
flient on the plot^ until ibe ;u<;ceedi|}g,past« be pub* 
li«bed ; which Mr. Coleridge ha^es to Meimpliflh kt 
Hie cofxne of the present jear« We ba?e been so free 
i» ^wrqu^atious^ tb^t we caiwot afford mucb move 
loom for the discuaaion of the preseot |U^tic{e» A few. 
worda^ however^ we maj be ^permitted to say. We 
kaye accused Mr. Coleridge of a total want of judg- 
iMil. In no ^^oem was ^s esseutkt ;rti|Mbi<e^^ so 
tdttpMely 'forg«^a. WotiM judgmettt hai« addsed 
Ih4 (mtecfatioii €tf su^ pussag^s as iim foH ow p nngiUo .: 
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. An4 tbeowlthvTemwake&'diOMciowiiig^GOfli; . ^>, 

Tu— wbit! -Tu— wlwp! , . , . , 

And hark, again ! the crowing cock, 
'"■■ ' Hbir drowsily it crew. 
, ' ftfLeoiaaitlioBarobrtclii ^ 

Hath a toothlcM mastiff bitcb; . ^ ^ 

fnmL bcf kesuiel bci^eatb the .f^ofk 

She makes answer to the clock, . . 

Four for the quarters, and twelye for th^ bopr^ 

£ver mnd aye, moonshine or shower, 

fifteen Aort bowls, not ofer lotid ; 

Some say she sees my iady*s shroud/^ 

And -«gtia^-^ "~"/ 

The night Is chill; the forest bare ; 
. la U lUe ivlUdthal moanetb bfeai.^ 
Tbepre is not wind emwgb in the air 
T9 ^<^t tvagf the ringlet cur! 
From the lorely lady's cheek — 
There is not wind enough to twirl 
The one red leaf, the last of its claDi\ 
> iPhat'daikes as oAen'as danc^ it can, '^ 

r^ J ,: Hanging ao light, and bangl^ so high/ 

. On the topmost twig Ihat looks op at the sky. 

f lATefreavDwe that our decistan maj appear hardi 
to .|«Baq5 ; imi we taust poattiv^y asserts that on no 
occasion has Mr. Coleridge appeared in so d^raded 
and dc^nerate a li^t as in the present publication. 
The quotations which we have given^ we selected as 
being most iftustrative of the story; thejare decidedly 
not the worst passag es iu the 'R ^ww; 

We have likewise al^serted that Mr. Coleridge vrw 
possessed of a considerable share of ordinal and 
creative tatient ; and we received a strong conviction 
of this fact from the '' Christabel. '' One of the fiassages 
which we have above quoted exemplifies our assertion^ 
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